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PREVIOUSLY IN SPAWN: 

Al Simmons was a hit man for the US government until a treacherous assassin 
ended his life. At the moment of death, Al was offered a deal by the demon 
Malebolgia and returned to Earth as Spawn, a creature with supernatural powers 
born in Hell. 


As Armageddon consumed the world, Spawn turned against his masters, de- 
stroying all life on Earth. While God and Satan continue their endless conflict in 
a parallel universe, Spawn has re-created the world and resurrected the human 
race, in what has become known as the White Light. The portals to Heaven and 
Hell are closed, leaving humanity free from the influence of angels and demons. 


Spawn has been forced to face his own brutal past and the memory that Al 
Simmons beat his wife, causing her to miscarry their unborn child. Knowing he 
can never go back to his beloved Wanda, he has returned instead to the squalid 
alleyways that have become his purgatory. 


The cracks in Spawn’s brave new world are showing. Hell is hungry for souls and 
wherever evil rears its head, new doorways to Hell may open. 
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SUNRISE 
HOTEL, 
NORMAL, 
ILLINOIS. 


IT’S SUNDAY. I ALWAYS SEE 
MOMSY ON SUNDAY. WE GOTO CHURCH 


AND THEN WE FIX LUNCH TOGETHER. WE'RE \ 


HAVING WIENER SCHNITZEL... I THINK... AND 


THEN... AND THEN... I FORGET... WAIT... OKAY... 


YEAH... AFTER LUNCH WE TAKE SNAPPY AND 
PUFFBALL FOR WALKIES ALONG PINE RIDGE, 
AND I HAVE TO MAKE THE POTATO 
SALAD... FOR LUNCH... SO.. 


G’WAN. 


GEDDOUDA 
HERE. 


HEY, YOU 
WANT ME TO 
SEND MOMSY 


| THE PICTURES |./1 N 
I TOOK ON \ 
MY CELL? 





MAN, 
wag LOOK AT HER 
we] = RUN. GUESS 
SHE’S LATE FOR 
HER CHURCH 
MEETING. 









































OH C’‘MON, 
? ZAB! WE DREW THE 
LONG STRAW HERE. GIVEN 
THE CHOICE, WOULD YOU 
RATHER WE WUZ A COUPL’A 
MINOR DEMONS IN HELL OR 
THE BIGGEST, BADDEST, 
ONLIEST DEMONS 
ON EARTH? 


THE WORLD IS 
OUR PLAYGROUND, 
DUDE. WE CAN DO 
ANY DAMN’ THING 

WE WANT. 


x S| 













THEY 












P7 GOT NUDE 
PAINTBALL IN Ln 
VEGAS. WANNA 
aa BE PAINTBALL 


IN THE 
NUDE? 







NO 
























NUMBNUTS! WAN’ YOU 

YOU HUNT PAINTBALL 
NAKED THEM. FOR 
CHICKS._A REAL. IT SAYS 


SO RIGHT 
HERE. 
















HMM. LESSEE 
NOW. “JUDGEMENT 
AWAITS IN THE HELL HOUSE. 
REALISTIC ENACTMENTS OF 
THE EVIL PERVERSIONS OF A 
MORALLY BANKRUPT SOCIETY. 
SEE SODOMITES WITH THEIR 
MINDS AND BODIES ROTTED 
WITH AIDS. MURDEROUS 
ABORTIONISTS, DRUNKARDS /. 






WHERE DID 
THAT COME 


AND DRUG FIENDS ON 
THE TRIBULATION TRAIL 
TO HELL.” ‘ 








HOW 

LONG HAVE 

YOU BEEN “4 

WATCHING 
ME? 


ITS SO 
DAMNED HOT 
IN HERE. YOU COULD 
REALLY USE AIR 
CONDITIONING, YOU 
KNOW. 


SHOWER. — AND THAT 
MATTRESS. I 
SWEAR THERE’S 
SOMETHING 
MOVING IN 
THERE. 


3 


YOU 
CALLED MEA 
WITCH. 


THEN YOU 
ROASTED ME 
ALIVE. 


AND DID 
STUFF WITH 
CHAINS. 





WHATEVER 
YOU DID, ITWAS 
ALWAYS FOR 
THE RIGHT 
REASONS. 


N 
BLAME YOU 
FOR THE WAY 


HE WAS 
TESTING ME. 
HE WANTS TO 
KNOW WHAT I 

CAN 00. 


YOU THINK WHAT 
HAPPENED IN NEW 


WITH ZERA? 


NOW STOP 
Y AVOIDING THE 
SUBJECT. I WANT 
TO SEE WHAT 
A YOU CAN DO. 





ALL RIGHT. 
MY COSTUME IS A 


SYMBIOTE. IT FEEDS OFF | 


ME AND IN RETURN IT 
PROTECTS ME. 


ITS SENTIENT 
BUT MOST OF 
THE TIME IT DOES 
EXACTLY WHAT 1 
TELL IT. 


wh 


i 
| 


AN 
NANNY 
sh 


wat 
aK 
Fey Ns 


Bh 
ys 








CONSURING SH 


TRICKS! THATS ALL 
ITIS, NYX. STAGE 
MAGIC. 


YEAH? WELL 
REMIND ME NOT 
TO GET YOUR BACK 
UP WHEN YOU'RE 
FIRING ON ALL 
CYLINDERS 
v2 -_ 


I SAID 1'D 
PROTECT THIS VY SOMETHING'S 
Ww MISSING. 


- ah - 
Ad | 
i Ge NG } Bey USE MY MAGICK, you ™ 
f f I FEEL THE MASS OF HAVE TO 
THE EARTH TURNING. MAKE THAT 
I FEEL THE EBB AND , CONNECTION, 
FLOW OF THE TIDES. I AL. 
FEEL THE PLANET 4 . 


BREATHE. jn 
0 ibe 
eo 


HEN 
KNEW YOU BEFORE, 
YOU COULD CHANGE 
THIS BODY BACK TOAL 8 


AT'S 
gq WHAT'S MISSING. 
THE CONNECTION 
WITH YOUR 
HUMANITY. 


PLEASE. 
JUST TRY. 


T INVOKE THEE, 
MY HIGHER SELF, 
I INVOKE THEE IN 
WHOM I AM PERFECT 
AND WHOLE. 
LET ALL MALIGNANCY 
AND HINDRANCE BE £ 


3 THE FLAME 
IS THE ENERGY OF 
MY UNBENDING 
WILL. 


THE SCENT 
OF THE ROSE IS 
THE EXPRESSION 

OF MY 

SUFFERING. 


THE BREAD 


AND THE SALT 
ARE THE 
FOUNDATION OF 
MY BODY, WHICH IS 
DESTROYED SO 
THAT IT MAY BE 
RENEWED. 


THE SACRED 
CUP OF WINE IS THE 
BLOOD OF MY BEING, 
M® WHICH I SACRIFICE UNTO 


HEAR ME 
O THOU POWERS OF 
CREATION. RESTORE 
NOW THAT WHICH 
HAS BEEN 
CORRUPTED. 


MAKE THIS 
TORTURED FLESH 
PERFECT AND 








THE 
FORCES I 
COMMUNE 

WITH ARE AS 
NATURAL AS 
YOURS. 


a CREATURES 
REPRESENT WA aarecurmie 
THE PARK le f . SEWERS BENEATH 
OF NATURE. Z Vee eer. 


CREATURES 
THAT HAUNT BURIAL 
PITS AND 
CEMETERIES. 


CREATURES 
THAT FEED ON THE WORLD 
THE CORRUPTION THROUGH THEIR 
OF THE BODY. BATS, EYES. 
CROWS, SERPENTS, 
SPIDERS, BUGS 
LIKE THESE... 


SSS, 





ee 

DOXA, 
KXNVKN 
XK 
Bi 


Ss 


] “WHAT’S 
THAT SAY?” 


HOME? YOU 
GOT PAYING 
\ ale aa 


my 
OH HEAVENS 
TO BETSY, 
MAAM. DON’T 
SAY THAT. 


TRAVELLED 
HALF THE COUNTRY, 
JUST TO EXPERIENCE THE 
UPLIFTING NATURE OF 
Msiae cae IN 4 


“wf 


NOW ADA, 
LET’S NOT TURN 
AWAY THE 
ONLY VISITORS 
WE’VE HAD ALL 





Y 
aw NEED WHAT 
THEY’RE 
SELLING, 
BROTHER. 


THE WHITE 
LIGHT SHOWED US 
THE WAY. IT WASHED 
ALL THE SIN FROM THE 
WORLD. IT WASHED 
AWAY THE LIE OF 


CHURCH OF 
THE WHITE 
LIGHT’? LA 





WE AREN’T 
RFORMING 
OUR THEATRICAL 
SHOW RIGHT 


GUESS IT’S HARD 
TO PUT THE FEAR OF 
DAMNATION INTO 
PEOPLE ONCE THEY’VE 
LIVED THROUGH 
ARMAGEDDON. 


THAT 
MOCKERY 
WAS A LIE AND 


AN ILLUSION SENT 
TO TEST OUR 
FAITH! 


THE TRUE 
APOCALYPSE 
SHALL COME 

DOWN! 


NOW, 
WHY DON’T 
YOU SET 
4 UP THE 
q@'\ PROJECTOR [— 


DON'T 
LOOK LIKE 
NO CHURCH 
GOERS TO 
ME... 


WE DON'T BELIEVE 
IN WRAPPING THE TRUTH 
7 IN COTTON WOOL, JUST SO WE 
WON'T OFFEND SOME BLEEDING - 
HEART LIBERALS’ DELICATE 
SENSIBILITIES. 


THEY RANT ABOUT 7 
FREEDOM OF CHOICE, TO ABUSE 
THEIR OWN BODIES WITH MIND-ALTERING 
DRUGS AND THE PERVERSION OF SAME 
SEX RELATIONSHIPS. 


F 
EVEN THE 
CHOICE TO 
MURDER THEIR WHEN THEY’RE 
BABIES. BURNING IN THE 
’ ETERNAL FIRES OF HELL, 
THEY WON'T BE WHINING 
ABOUT FREEDOM OF 
CHOICE. 


x 
PREACHING TO 
THE CONVERTED, 
REVEREND. 





IF THAD 
KNOWN THE 
CONSEQUENCES 





‘wD 


HOW CAN 
WE KEEP OUR 
CHILDREN FROM 
SIN WHEN THEY 
DON’T BELIEVE IN 
HELL AND 
REDEMPTION? 


NOW, THERE’S 
YOUR PROBLEM RIGHT 
THERE. MOVIES, ACTORS, 
FAKE BLOOD. THAT JUST 
ISN’T GOING TO HACK 
IT WITH JOE PUBLIC 
ANY MORE. 


GIVE US 48 
HOURS REVEREND. 
WE'LL BUILD YOU A 

HELL HOUSE THAT WILL 
HAVE THE PUNTERS 
SCREAMING FOR 
JESUS. 


OH YEAH. 
WE’RE 
EXPERTS. 


HAD PUT THE 
FEAR OF GOD IN ME, 
INSTEAD OF 
PANDERING TO MY 
WEAKNESS. 


ar 
GOTTA MAKE IT 


et ON PERSONAL, REVEREND. \ 
> YOU HAVE TO MAKE THEM 
FEEL THE HOT BREATH OF 
THE DEVIL ON THEIR 
NECKS. 


WELL I 
GUESS WE DON’T 
HAVE ANYTHING 

TO LOSE... 


THERE YOU 


GO. YOU JUST 


LEAVE IT TO AB 
AND ZAB. 
ALL 
WE NEED 
IS HAMMERS, 
NAILS, 
WOOD... 








pfffft! 
/\1’S NOT 


D’YOU 
THINK HE’S 
GONNA BE 

PISSED? 


BOGEYMAN, WHY 


f&\ DON’T YOU STOP 
RIGHT NOW? 





THIS IS 
JUST A NARROW N 


7 LITTLE PATH TOAN 
Wae| OBSCURE CORNER OF 


THE FURTHERMOST 
BACKWATER OF THE 
OUTER SUBURBS 
OF HELL. 





IT WORKS 


MY REVEREND. I 
OPEN TED. gl PROMISE YOU, IT’S 


REAL EYE- 
OPENER. 


MAYBE I 
SHOULD - 
I’M NOT 
AFRAID, 
PASTOR. 


PERSONALIZED 
MESSAGE! 


HORSE 


MUCK AND 
NONSENSE! 





DON’T 
MATTER WHICH 
YOU CHOOSE. 

WHEN YOU PASS 
THROUGH YOU'LL 
FIND YOUR OWN 
PERSONALIZED 
MESSAGE. 






































OH, MY LORD, 
P-PRINCIPAL 
WEINSTOCK. 


I-I WAS 
ONLY LITTLE. 
I DIDN'T I DIDN'T 
KNOW. 4 MEAN ANY 
HARM. 


WHAT'S 
HAPPENING IN 
THERE? 


WHY DID 
YOU DO IT, 
ADA? 


-HUKK- 
WHY DID 
YOU TELL 

THOSE LIES 

ABOUT 

ME? 


NO HARM? 
LOOK WHAT 
YOU MADE 
ME DO. 


WHAT IN 
THE NAME OF 
HEAVEN-? 














Your sSSIN * 
MUSSST BE 
CLEANGSSED ADA 
b SSSUMMERSSS6 





OH, 
CREEPING 


JESUS! A/a 


REVEREND! 1g 3 Ay M1i4 wo = | nN) 


Pe 


YOU WANTED y YOU’RE ON 
PEOPLE TO BELIEVE OUR TURF NOW. 
THAT HELL IS REAL. YOU JUST WALKED 
WELL HERE IT IS, RIGHT INTO THE 
OUCHE-BAG._4|\ KINGDOM OF THE 
J AMNED. 


I GUESS THE 
7 APPEARANCE /S 
A LITTLE MISLEADING. 
WE KIND‘A TOOK 
POSSESSION OF 
THESE TWO 
CORPSES A WHILE 
BACK. / 


HEADING THE | 
WRONG WAY, Jae s : , a \\}) 
EXIT IS- | d y 


INN Ga 





f 
a 
a 
2 
a 
> 
=] 
oO 
Y 
a 


EXPLAIN, 
IM 
GETTING 
THE HELL 

OUT- | 


Z 
< 
- 
a, 
ae 
Ww 
z 
< 
8) 
w 
s 


WE TRIED. 
REALLY. BUT YOU 
CAN’T GO AGAINST 
UNDERSTAND 

AT, RIGHT? 


YOUR NATURE. YOU 


TH 


























PLEASE 


DON’T 
HIT ME 
AGAIN 


§ 
A 
=< 
5 
) 
® 
8 
g 


IS 
INKS : 





EMPIRA 





